SO                                                                I'VESHED
dian women she was never laden with jewelry. In
the evenings she would sometimes wear her pearl neck-
lace if the color of her sari was dark. With pastel shades,
at more formal functions, she sometimes wore a neck-
lace. But that was all. Many other Indian women wore
heavy jewelry all the time.
My mother had a weakness for good perfume. My
father would buy her a large bottle of Guerlain on her
birthday and another on the Parsi New Year.
But gradually into our house, which had hitherto
been partial to foreign goods, there came cloth of the
Indian mills. The new bed sheets were not at first so
smooth to the touch but with washing they became
softer, as my mother had said.
There was a family scene one day when mother
bought a dozen pieces of Indian shirting for my father.
"For goodness* sake, let me at least buy my own
shirts," he complained. "These just don't look the same.
They don't feel the same."
"Now what's wrong with them? They can be made up
the same way. Besides, they are much cheaper," mother
observed.
"I shall not wear them. Give them away."
Mother had the shirts made. Weeks later father wore
one in the house on a Sunday, almost under protest.
He wore one more on another day till he got used to
the idea and then he wore them all the time.
"They are quite all right once they are washed," he
said at breakfast one morning.
"I know," my mother replied coldly.
There were many houses like ours which began to
buy Indian goods. It was now a fashionable thing to do,
for fashion was nothing more than the mass adoption
of an ordinary idea.